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THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

mantle around her and her eyelids gradually sink over
her eyes to sleep. As the first star twinkles in the
mysterious distance of the zenith, the earth seems to
darken and the sky to lighten. Then an orange moon
lifted up over the Pusht-i-Kuh, but was almost immedi-
ately barred by a low cloud. Soon it came out again

MOON  RISING   OVER THE PUSHT-I-KtTH.

to cast its ghostly radiance over the desert. Here and
there a lonely Bedouin fire winked on the haunted
plain. Far away to the south glimmered the lights of
Baghdad and the pale violet streak of the flood water of
the Tigris and Diyala.

In a few minutes I was putting on my Holt flare and
sinking down into the hot, moist air of Hinaidi. It was
very much fresher and more pleasant at Kirkuk*

NIGHT  FLIGHT FROM   KIRKUK  TO   HINAIDI (jUNE,   1926)

The night closed down over Kirkuk, a little moon
rose, and the six Vemous became grey shadows out